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7 HIR A THODDAID « y diweddar JJ, HI, 
Evans, Ysw,, Brynmarlog, C.N. Emlyn a'n 
(Gwobr rhoddedig gan John Evans, Ysw,, Bath). 


8. YSTORI FER (heb fod dros 1000 o eiriau) 
yn darlunio arferion cylch Oastell- 
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9, ADRODDIAD i rai mewn oed “ Mab y 
Bwthyn.” a 
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10. ADRODDIAD i rai mewn oed & Faust a'r 
Corgi.” (allan o & Cyfres-y Werin » 
Rhif II) 'p, Gwynn Jones “ 4 4 0 
I'w Adrodd yn Gymraeg nen Saesneg, 
(Oddiwrth Y Cwmni Cyhoeddi Addysgol, Caerdydd), 2/6. 


(Y Gystadleuaeth hon i Symeryd lle yn yr lwyr), 
iL ADRODDIAD ; Blant dan 16 es U 1a. 
Ail Wobr O._5 0 
“ Die Candifar,"” (Eilir Evans). 
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DIC CAN DID AIRUL BALAD. 
[ Trŵy saniafad Miss. Eilir Evans, Caerdydd), 


Fo ddaeth yn ddiwrnod prysur 
Ym Mhenrallt Gillo Fawr ; 
| Bu'r caeaid llafur goreu 
Fythefnos STon ar lawr ;, 
Ond daeth yn haul a hindda 
O'r diwedd, ac y mae 
Yr ardal wedi dyfod 
l droi a rh wymo'r cae, 


Haul dyddiau cynta Medi 
Sy'n gwenu ar y byd ; 

O dan ei dywyniadau 'n 
Clindarddach mae yr yd ; 
anmola'r cyneuafwyr 
Ei frig a'i welltyn bras, 

A'r meistr Swyd ei galon 
Ac wrth ei fodd mae'r gwas, 
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Ond rhyngom a'r Gorllewin, 
Ac at y Frenni Fawr, 
Y wybren yn ddisymmwth 
A droes yn bygddu 'i gwawr; 
Mae'n union fel yr huddug 
I fyny at Drewen ; 
A mellten fel peth gwallgof 
Rydd lam yn groes i'r nen, 


O'i hol mae taran hirfaith 
Yn rhwygo ffordd yr el; 
A throi yn dwrf a lluched 
Y nefoedd fwll a wnel ; 
Cyn hir rhidyllir cawod 
O freision.ddafnau gwlaw, 
Cyn y gorphenir codi 
Yr olaf das fan draw, 


Das Dic Candifar ydyw— A | 
Dic, rhegwr pena'r fro— í 
Ac wrthi 'n awr mae'n cablu 
Fel ellyll fai'o'i go ; 
Arswyda hen ac ifanc 
Wrth wrando ei regíeydd, 
Â gwisga y taranau 
Chwanegol ddychrynfeydd. 
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* Her iddo ! gwnaed cì waethaf 1? 

Medd Dicarbenydas; Ln 
A chyda'r gair yn gelain 

Fe'i trawd gan fellten las : - 
Y das lle cablaiigymmaint, 

Yn goelcerth gleu 'i gwnaed, 
Ni feiddiodd neb:ei gyffwrdd, 

A'r corph yn ulw gaed. 


Oddìar pan fu'r digwyddiad, 
Fe gladdwyd llawer tô, 

Ond mae yr arswyd greodd 
Yn aros yn y fro ; 

Â phan y daw 'n daranau 
Dros Benrallt Gillo mae 

Rhyw lais gerllaw Candifar 
Yn llefain, “ Gwae fì, Gwae 
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PAUSTS STLIDY 


Fnler FAUST, with the Dog. 


(By ind permission of the Publishers. Messrs, 
Cassell & Company, Ltd., London). 


FAUST : 


HE fields we roamed through with delieht 
Are hidden now in the deep night; 

Within us felt the thrilling hour, 

Awakes man's better soul to power : 

Hushed the desires of the wild will, 

And action's stormy breath is still— 

Love stirs around us and abroad, 

The love of Man, the love of God. 


Rest, poodle, rest—lie down in guiet ! 
Why runs he up and down the floor ? 
What can it be he looks so shy at, 
Smelling and snufífling at the door ? 
Pleasant wert thou in our mountain ramble, 
Didst make us merry with trick and gzambol, 
Go to sleep on the cushion—a soft snusz nest— 
Take thy ease, in thine inn, like a welcome guest, 


When in our narrow cell each night, 
The lone lamp sheds its friendly light, 
Then from the bosom doubt and fear 
Pass off like clouds, and leaveiit clear— 
Then reason re-assumes her reign, 

And hope begins to bloom again, 


?And in the hush of outward strife, 


We seem to hear the streams of lifo, 
And seek, alas !—in vain essay— 
Its hidden fountain far away. 


Ceasc dog, to growl ! the beastly howl of the hound 
But ill accords with the pure breeding of 
Heaven—-with the holy tones—-all peace and love 
That to the heart unbidden way have found. 

With men 'tis common to contemn, 

Whatever is too good, too fair, 

Too high to be conceived by them, 

And is't that like those wretched carles, 

This dog, at what he understands not, snarls ? 
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These withering thoughts, do what I wi]l, 
They €onie—the fountain of the heart is chill. 
How oft have I experienced change like this ! 

'ct is it not unblest in the event ; 
For, Seeliing to Supply the natura] dearth, 
Wo learn to prize things loftier than the earth, 
And the heart Seeks support and light from heaven, 
And such Support and light—oh, is it given 
Any where but in the New Testament ? 
Strong impulse SWays me now to Joolk to the text 
On which al] rests, and honestly translate 
The holy original into mine own 
Dear native tongue, 


[He opens a volume and Dprepares to write ] 


—'Tis written—« In the beginning was the Word." 
Already at a stand—and how proceed ? 
Who helps me ? Is the lVorg to have such value, 
Impossible—if by the spirit guided, 
Once more—“ In the beginning was the Thougt,”— 
onsider the first line attentively, i 
est hurrving on the pen outrun the meaning. 
Isitthe Thought that worlgs in all, that creates a]] ? 
—t should stand rather thus—“ Tn the begrinning 
Vas the Dower.”—yot even as I am writing this 
SSomething warns me we cannot rest there, 
'he Spirit aids me—gall is clear—and bol]d]y 
I write, “Tn the beginning was the Act,” | 


—Cease, teasing dog, this angry howl, 

These moans dissatisfied and dul],— 

Jown, dog, or I must be rougher, 

Noise liîlxe this I cannot suffer,— 

One of us must leave the closet, if 

You still keep Srowling—that is positive ; 

Tousea Suest so is not pleasant, 

But none could bear this whine incessant I 

But can what I see be real, 

Or is al] Some trick idea] ? 

“LIS Surely Something more than nature, — 

Form is changed, and size, and Staturo, 

Larger, loftier, erecter, 

This seeming dog must be a Spectre — 

With íiery eyes, jaws grinding thus, - ' An 
ike an hippopotamus, . 

—And here to bring this whelp of hell. 

Oh, at last, I know thee well, 

For such half-devilish, hellish Spawn, 

Nought's like the Key of Solomon, 
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